TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
and softly strummed a sea shanty.    I took the oppor-
tunity in all modesty to withdraw.
Vincent was coming up the steps. I turned him
back: "A bit of glass in the cornea. I took it out
with my tongue." That was a good tip. When a
doctor is far from help and the requisite instruments,
before the conjunctiva swells, lick the foreign body
out with your tongue. Vincent was such a long time
at medicine, " taking the long course," as it appeared
to Golly, that he had picked up a good deal of discon-
nected knowledge.
As Vincent and I walked through the sourly
stinking street, I thought of Barney's lines, which in
their testimony to a certain decadence threw a light
on the bewilderment of Mrs. Mack, and her difiBculty
in accounting for the trend of things.
Across the street I saw two of our well-known
athletes. I began to think how unconvincing the
words of the apostle, when he wanted to get the
" boys " of Greece, who were all athletic fans, would'
be to us or to some of our champions at all events.
Though they too strove for the mastery they refrained
from very little.
" Refraining not for any prize
I saw our young men play with punks,
The speedy lads with twinkling thighs
Who beat the world between their drunks :
Long Irvine trained by Tommy Monks,
And Purdy Clegg and Windy Way:
The best who wrinkled running trunks
Of all the patrons of The Hay."
(Some things, by God, are better " unencored"
and they'll be unencored if I can help it.) But I said
that to myself as we walked through the long rancid
hell, the frowsy pores of whose awful denizens
tainted even its polluted air.
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